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WEEK  OF  AUG.  28 

STRONGHEART  the  Won-~ 
der  Dog  will  thrill  you  in 
the  amazing  drama  of  the 
wilderness 


ONE  WILD  NIGHT 
"Hello!  I  want  to    order    a    box    for 
tomorrow!" 
"What  size?" 

"There'll  be  six  of  us  in  the  party." 
"But  they  only  come  in  single  sizes — 
we'll  have  to  have  it  made  special!" 
"Is  this  the  Lyceum?" 
"No,  this  is  the  undertaker!" 

— Widow. 
G— G— G 

He  (gazing  at  window  of  a  young 
lady  evidently  ignorant  of  the  convention- 
al use  of  a  shade)  :  "Not  a  bit  shy,  is 
she?" 

Lo — "Not  shy,  but  certainly  retiring!" 

— Tiger. 
G-G— G 


CANDY  BY  MAIL 


TO  INSURE  FRESHNESS 

Order  Your  Candy  Direct  By  Mail  From 


TORONTO 


A  GIFT  OF  A  HOLLY'S  BOX  is  a  com- 
pliment and  evidence  of  correct  judgment. 

— Prices — 
CHOCOLATES  PECAN  ROLL 

70c.  per  pound  $1.00  per  pound 

(plus  local  postal  rate) 


HOLLY   S,     Enclosed  please 
TORONTO     find  money  order 

for to    cover   cost    and 

postage  of pound  box  of  your 

finest  assorted  Chocolates. 


THEY  SUFFICE 

Instructor:    "Do   we   import   any   raw 
material  from  France?" 

Wit   (a  la  critic)  :   "Only  plays." 

— Burr. 
G— G— G 

Drunk:  "I  shay,  mister,  how  fur  is  it 
to  Canal  Street?" 

Citizen:   "Twenty  minutes'  walk." 
Drunk:   "For  you  or   (hie)    fo*  me?" 

— Widow. 


MAMMY  MINE 
Dr.    Mc:    "The    stage    is    but    in    its 
infancy." 

Lyric  Patron  (!n  the  rear)  :  "Yea,  but 
the    chorus    isn't."  — Flamingo. 

G     G— G 
Hello,   Joe   de  P{ 
I  met  a  keen  girl  from  Ga 
Who  danced  with  a  cute  leaning  Ta. 
But  one  thing  her  fault — she  Ba. 
By  talking  of  men  down  in  Ga. 

— Banter 


Goblin 
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WEEKS  before  the  first  breath  of  frost  or  the  death 
of  a  leaf  upon  the  tree,  the  Fashion  vanguards  of 
the  new  Fall  season  begin  to  appear;  and  the  hearts  of  deb, 
sub-deb  and  matron  stir  with  early  glimpses  of  the  loveli- 
ness that  is  to  come.  New  colors,  new  fabrics,  fresh 
subtleties  of  design — it's  a  rare  intriguing  Autumn  season 
in  that  world  where  Suits  and  Frocks  and  Millinery  are 
born  of  ideas  and  take  shape  like  blossoms  under  clever 
fingers. 

The  discriminating  woman  looks  to  the  Salons  and 
French  Rooms  of  the  Simpson  Store  for  guidance  on  the 
changing  modes.  Already  the  European  boats  are  dis- 
charging their  fragile  cargoes  designed  for  the  dinners, 
balls    and   festivities   of   Toronto's   new    social    season. 

Simpson's  will  again  hold  a  Fall  Fashion  Show  present- 
ing in  dramatic  and  picturesque  manner  the  trend  of  dress 
affairs,  and  at  the  Exhibition  you  will  see  a  display  of 
evening  appare>  and  selected  silk  fabrics  that  represents 
the   finest   offerings   of  Paris,  London   and   New  York. 

Study  our  periodic  Fashion  Announcements. 


K$ert/impson  ^W 
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The  Joy  of  Playing 
Yourself — 


The  majority  of  small  musical  instruments  are  easy 
to  learn  to  play — many  of  them  may  be  picked  up 
without  the  aid  of  a  teacher.  Why  not  drop  in  and 
choose  your  favorite  instrument?  We  will  gladly 
give  you  every  possible  assistance. 


Come  in  and  ask  to  see 
any  of  these  instruments. 
We  have  a  wonderful  range 
to  choose  from,  and  can 
give  you  a  great  deal  of 
helpful  advice  about  the 
choosing  of  an  instrument. 


Musical 

Instruments 

of 

Quality 


VIOLINS,    CELLOS 

MANDOLINS 

GUITARS 

UKULELES,  BANJOS 

SAXOPHONES 

CORNETS 

CLARIONETS 

DRUMS 

XYLOPHONES 


THE! AH     1    [  A  fcylC&SONSCO. 


R.S. 


ESTABLISHED  1849 


WILLIAMS 


LIMITED 

145  YONGE  STREET 


From  a  cat's  point  of  view  a  saucer  of  cream  is  the  lap 
of  luxury.  — Tiger. 

G— G— G 

"Waiter,  this  meat  is  tough." 
"Yessem,  it's  Armour." 

— Juggler. 


It  Is  More  Blessed  To  Give 

Charity:  "Will  you  donate  something  to  the  Old 
Ladies'  Home?" 

Generosity — "With  pleasure.  Help  yourself  to  my 
mother-in-law."  — Orphan. 


He:  "Say,  kid,  gimme  a  kiss" 


She:   "Go-wan,   I'll  never  kiss  you,      He:   "Why   didn't   you   say  that  in 
take  it  from  me."  the  first  place!" 

— Pelican. 
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A   Man  is  Known  by  the 
Clothes  He  Wears 


mm) 

28  King  St.  West    __ 

BRANCH 
King  Edward  Hotel 


A  Niagara  False  Step 

The  two  sweethearts  sat  very  close  as  the  hero  clinched  the 
heroine  in  his  powerful  grasp.  The  male  representative  of  the 
twain  could  scarcely  keep  his  arm  about  his  sweetheart's  waist; 
he  was  nervously  waiting  for  a  chance  to  pop  the  question.  He 
had  brought  his  darling  to  this  particular  movie  show  purposely 
for  that  reason,  considering  that  one  of  the  numbers  on  the  pro- 
gram was  a  scenic  of  Niagara  Falls  and  that  he  could  very 
nicely  say:  "Darling,  wouldn't  that  be  a  wonderful  place  to 
spend  our  honeymoon?"  Then  the  audience  would  watch 
them  and  see  what  a  poor  pair  of  lovers  the  hero  and  heroine 
of  the  feature  were  in  comparison. 

Desperately  our  hero  fought  to  propose,  but  his  tongue  clove 
to  the  roof  of  his  mouth.      Suddenly  "darling"  spoke  up. 

"Billy,  dear,"  she  whispered  softly,  "doesn't  Niagara  Falls 
remind  you  of  the  water  running  into  a  bathtub?" 

Then  Billy  popped.  "Darling,"  he  stammered,  "wouldn't 
that  be  a  wonderful  p-place  to  spend  our-er-honeymoon?" 

To  this  day  Billy  hasn't  been  able  to  understand  why  he's 
still  a  bachelor. 

— Princeton   Tiger. 
G— G— G 

Telephone  operators  should  work  eight  hours  and  sleep 
eight  hours — but  not  the  same  eight  hours. 

— Life. 

G— G— G 
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msome 


Where  Beauty  Smiles 

and  Wit  Delights 


There  Miss  Priscilla  Dean  moves  with  "the  youth 
and  freshness  of  a  Grecian  Queen,"  radiating 
gaiety  and  cheerfulness.  How  she  preserves  her 
complexion's  radiant  charm  through  her  long  and 
strenuous  days  of  work  is  here  disclosed  in  her 
own  words: — 

"1  find  ■Winsome'  Toilet  Soap  excellent- 
Winsome  in  name  and  Winsome  in  deed. 
It  is  refreshing  to  use  for  Toilet  and  Bath 
after  the  day's  work." 

Sincerely  yours, 

Winsome  is  the  most  delightful  soap  imaginable,  and  a  beauti- 
ful skin  will  result  from  the  following  simple  W  insome  treat- 
ment Make  a  lather  in  warm  water  with  Winsome  boap, 
and  massage  every  inch  of  the  face  and  neck  gently  and 
'  horoughly.  Rinse  carefully  and  dry  with  a  soft  towel  1  he 
daily  practice  of  this  Winsome  treatment  will  make  the 
skin  naturally  robust,  and  glowing  with  colour  and  beauty. 
Sold  at  alt  good  drug  and  department  stores. 


Miss  Priscilla  Dean 

Universal  Star 

V1NOL1A  COMPANY  LIMITED 

Soapmakers  to  H.M.  The  King 
LONDON      PARIS     TORONTO 
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Your  Insurance 

The  man  who  knows  that  his  family,  rela- 
tives, friends,  and  in-laws  will  be  protected 
from  distress,  depression  and  despair  for  the 
balance  of  the  year  in  the  event  of  his  being 
suddenly  called  away  on  business  to  Oakville 
or  the  Walla-Walla  Islands,  has  a  load  lifted 
off  his  mind. 

Our  suggestion  is  that  you  subscribe  for 
Goblins  by  the  dozen  and  send  them  away  to 
everyone  you  know  and  a  lotta  people  you 
don't  know  and  then  subscribe  for  more,  and 
do  the  same  thing  again,  and  thus  drive  away 
the  spectre  of  want  from  widows  and  child- 
ren.    Who  knows?     It  may  be 

THEIR  ONLY  PROTECTION 
against  the  Demon  Gloom.  Furthermore, 
considering  the  low  cost  and  far-reaching  ef- 
fects, Goblin  Insurance  may  be  considered  the 
cheapest  and  greatest  benefit  that  can  be  be- 
stowed on  mankind. 

We  know  all  this  to  be  true  from  the  evi- 
dence of  how  Goblins  have  worked  out  in  the 
last  eighteen  months  all  over  Canada. 

„     AND  REMEMBER 
Goblins    are    procurable    absolutely    without 
medical  examination  of  the  applicant. 

It  is  indeed  a  "dividend-paying  investment 
in  mirth." 

LET  US  SEND  YOU  A  WHOLE  LOTTA 
GOBLINS. 


Goblins  Ltd. 


143  University 
Avenue, 


Toronto 


*> 
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Enthusiastic  Director:  "Atta  boy!     Hold  it!     If  you  don't  land    in  the  blanket  we'll 
catch  ya  on  the  bounce." 
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Private  Stock 


The  man  who,  in  the  old  days,  took  a  drink  before 
breakfast  and  lived  to  be  ninety  now  has  a  son  who  takes 
a  drink  before  breakfast  and  dies  before  dinner. 

G— G— G 

Conditions  of  widows  and  widowers  are  often  solved  by 
re-pairing. 

G— G— G 

A  man  of  small  calibre  is  frequently  the  greatest  bore. 

G— G— G 

Society  leaders  are  now  being  photographed  in  bed — 
Newspaper   Item. 

We  have  often  wondered  why  the  photographer  hides 
his  head  under  a  black  cloth  when  taking  an  exposure. 

G— G— G 

Some  day  beer  may  be  sold  like  bananas — five  cents  a 
skin-full. 

G— G— G 

"Movie  queen,  former  stenographer,  returns  to  old  job." 

— Newspaper  Headline. 
Reversion  to  type. 

G— G— G 

A  Toronto  Drug  Store  bears  this  sign  over  its  entrance: 
"Something  more  than  a  drug  store."  We  know  of  plenty 
of  drug  stores  that  aren't  so  candid  about  it. 

G— G— G 

No,  Luella,  the  advertisement  reading:  "Crooked  noses 
made  straight,"  is  not  a  feature  article. 

G— G— G 

Spain  would  like  to  get  Gibraltar,  but  they  will  have  to 
ask  the  Prudential  Insurance  Company  first. 


Sign   at   Niagara   Falls: 
"CATARACT  BUILDING  WILL 

OPEN  IN  THE  FALL." 

We  predict  that  the  firms  in  this  edifice  will  shortly  be  on 
the  rocks. 

G— G— G 

A  correspondent  wants  to  know  when  a  chair  of  elec- 
tricity is  to  be  established  in  Toronto  University. 

G— G— G 

It  is  only  right  that  Canadians  should  fully  realize  the 
unfairness  of  a  law  which  allows  a  man  to  be  fined  for 
having  a  bottle  of  liquor  in  an  illegal  place,  when  anyone 
knows  that  it  is  impossible  to  make  a  case  out  of  one  bottle. 

G— G— G 

People  who  say  talk  is  cheap  never  had  a  K.  C.  plead 
for  them. 

G— G— G 

It  is  not  wise  to  tell  everything  you  know,  but  some 
people  can't  help  it  if  they  talk  at  all. 

G— G— G 

If  the  organisation  of  labor  continues,  the  t.m?  may  not 
be  far  distant  when  a  prisoner  fearing  a  verdict  of  guilty 
can  order  the  jury  out  on  strike. 

G— G— G 

In  reply  to  a  correspondent  from  Laramb,  Wyoming, 
we  beg  to  state  that  the  prevalent  form  of  writer's  cramp 
is  being  cramped  for  funds. 

G— G— G 

There  is  no  truth  in  the  report  that  the  next  conference 
for  the  settlement  of  world  affairs  will  be  called  the  Haig 
and  Haig  instead  of  the  Hague,  in  order  to  induce  the 
United  States  to  send  representatives. 
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Discovered ! 

How  it  feels  to  be  caught  on  the  grand  stand  fence. 
G— G— G 

Huntsman    (to   farmer)  :    Er — I   see   I  have — er — shot 
this  sheep  of  yours  by  mistake.      I   shall  be  delighted  to 

replace  it. 

• 
Farmer:  Awright,  but  say,  how  you  gonna  grow  wool 
on  yoah  hide? 

G— G— G 
Nostalgia 

The  Polar  bear  sat  in  his  cage 
And  looked  as  blue  as  blue  could  be. 
I  ate  an  Esk'mo  Pie  and  saw 
Him  staring  gloomily   at  me. 

At  first  I  could  not  figure  why ; 
Then  I  began  to  understand: 
I  made  the  homesick  beast  recall 
The  bakeries  of  his  native  land. 


At  Last! 

The  Great  Canadian  Novel 

I 

"Guelph  Junction.  All  passengers  for  Toronto  and 
points  east  change  here." 

II 
"No,  dear,  the  train  doesn't  always  stop  at  these  steps; 
only  during   Exhibition   time.      Now  don't  ask   any  more 
questions  till  we're  inside." 

Ill 
"That  sow  was  bred   on  old  Jacob   Ellis'   farm,   near 
Havelock." 

IV 
"Sure,  lady,  try  a  sample.     Take  it  on  this  biscuit." 

V 

"Mama,  do  we  have  to  go  to  the  pitcher  gallery?" 

VI 

"Come  on  in,  folks!     The  best  meal  on  the  grounds." 

VII 
"And  so  I  says  to  him,  'Well,  if  you're  going  to  enter 
your   Ajax,    I'm    certainly    going    to   send    down    Colonel 
Mack  II.'  " 

VIII 
"Gracious  me,  George!   If  it  isn't  Cousin  Harold  from 
Thamesville!" 

IX 
"No,  I  won't  go  in,  so  there's  no  use  you  askin'.     They 
say  she  doesn't  wear  a  thing.     Goodness,  those  diving  girls 
were  surely  bad  enough." 

X 

"I'm  absolutely  tired  out.  Let's  go  somewhere  where 
we  can  sit  down." 

XI 
"Emma!  Emma!      My  pocketbook's  gone!" 

XII 
"Mama,  I'd  like  to  eat  in  a  tent  like  this  always .... 
Mama,  what's  that  man  buying?.  .  .  .Mama,   when  does 
the  p'formance  start,  Mama?" 

XIII 
"Its  a  wonder   to  me  they  don't   kill   themselves  doing 
that  night  after  night." 

XIV 
"Pass  well  up  the  centre  of  the  car,  please." 

XV 

"Sorry,  sir.  We're  absolutely  full  up.  Not  a  bed  in  the 
place.  Just  a  minute,  though,  and  I'll  give  you  the  address 
of  a  rooming  house  on   Bond  street." 
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Rollo  at  the  C.  N.  E. 

"So  this  is  the  Canadian  National  Exhibition?" 

"Yes,  mon  enfant,  have  you  a  quarter  ready?" 

"What  is  the  Exhibition  for?" 

'Tut,  tut,  how  can  you  ask  such  foolish  questions?" 

"Don't  you  know?" 

"Certainly;  the  Exhibition  is  for  the  improvement  of  the 
mind." 

"But  how  is  the  mind  improved?  Counting  the  people?" 

"Not  at  all.  It  is  the  melting  pot  of  the  country.  All 
classes  gather  together  to  learn  to  appreciate  each  other 
and  the  great  things  they  are  doing." 

"I  see.     Who  is  that  awful  man  over  there?" 

"Hush,  child;  that  is  the  great  Canadian  Farmer." 

"Why  is  he  so  drunk?" 

"How  stupid  you  are!  He  is  delighted  at  the  oppor- 
tunity of  improving  his  mind.     He  is  delirious  with  joy." 

"I  see.  Look  out,  you  will  be  run  over  by  that  auto- 
mobile marked  'Private.*     The  owner  should  be  arrested." 

"If  you  must  say  such  absurd  things,  say  them  quietly. 
That  is  one  of  our  great  Capitalists.  He  represents  the 
wealth  of  the  country." 

"I  see.  Look  out,  jump!  Here  comes  another  Cap- 
italist. There  is  a  most  obnoxious  smell  of  oranges  here. 
Why  is  that  woman  dragging  that  baby's  arm  off?" 

"That  is  a  woman  of  the  middle  classes — the  great 
army  of  grocers,  salesmen  and  floorwalkers.  See,  one  of 
them  has  met  a  friend!  How  glad  they  are  to  see  each 
other!     They  are  probably  both  members  of  Kiwanis." 

"What  is  Kiwanis?" 

"Hm,  hm!      Here  is  the  Manufacturers'  Building." 

"What  are  they  manufacturing  in  there?  They  make 
a  terrific  noise  about  it." 

"Nonsense,  they  aren't  making  anything.  They  are 
telling  people  what  they  do  make  and  selling  it  to  them. 
There  we  can  get  samples  of  soap,  soup,  and  cereals.  We 
can  get  sprinkled  with  perfume  and  can  learn  the  virtues  of 
Kleanakar,  Kookitkwik  or  Kwackdekwack." 

"Is  Krazy  Kat  in  there?" 

"Great  Scott!      Do  you  think  this  is  the  midway?" 

"Where  is  the  midway?" 

"Ovei  there,  where  all  the  crowds  are." 

"Let  us  go  there!" 

******* 

"Well,  have  you  enjoyed  your  visit  to  the  Exhibition,  my 
child?  Have  you  learned  to  appreciate  your  fellow  man? 
Do  you  not  glory  at  the  products  of  the  country  you  have 
seen?" 

"Yes,  indeed,  from  the  circus  riders  to  Stella,  the  Ex- 
hibition is  most  educational.  It  would  be  nicer  if  there 
were  not  so  many  horrid  people.  Did  you  say  something 
about  a  Manufacturers'  building?" 


At  the  Exhibition 

"The   glass  of    fashion    and   the    mould    of 
form." 

G— G— G 

The  man  who  can  never   get  credit  can   always  boast 
that  he  never  owes  anything. 

G— G— G 

Autumn  Song 

Oh,  the  bloom  is  on  the  carrot. 
And  the  turnip's  on  the  wing 
And  the  purple  catnip's  ripe,  as  like  as  not; 
There's  a  rabbit  in  the  eavestrough, 
Black  Maria's  at  the  door. 
"Lend  a  hand  here.  Captain  Casey.     He's  half 
shot." 

G— G— G 

No  wonder  time  is  so  often  killed,  it  is  struck  every  hour. 


Mrs.  G.   I.  Justgot-Millions  (to  guest):  "This  is  your  room,  my  dear.     Now,  how 
do  you  prefer  it  heated,   Fahrenheit  or  Centigrade?     Of  course  we  have  both." 


Golden  Ruled  Out 


Shamus  Mulveney  O'Mulligan  Toole 

Strove  to  live  by  the  Golden  Rule; 

Tried  to  do  as  he  would  be  done  by, 

Succeeded   in  having   considerable   fun   by 

Getting  quite  drunk  every  Saturday  night, 

And  thereby  ending  up  in  a  fight 

With  a  taxicab  driver  or  other  night  roamer. 

He  always  slammed  his  man  for  a  homer, 

And   often   said  that   he  didn't  mind 

Being  hauled  up  Monday  morning  and  fined. 

He  didn't  care  who  picked  on  him, 

So  the  Golden  Rule  covered  every  whim 

Which  might  drift  into  his  half-baked  brain. 

He  could  fight,  be  fined,  and  then  fight  again. 

V  V  V  "iP 

One  evening  Roaring  Pat  O'Moore 
Just  home  from  a  sort  of  triumphal  tour 


As  welterweight  champion  of  the  world 
Was  walking  along  with  fists  unfurled, 
When    Shamus   stepped   up    to    him,    stopped    and 

spit, 
Said    "Oi'm   lookin'    fer   throuble.      Oi   think   yer 

it." 
And  took  a  pass  at  the  champion's  eye, 
Big  Roaring  Pat  let  the  fist  go  by, 
Then  heaved  a  haymaker  out  of  his  boots 
Which  loosened  Toole  from  his  earthly  roots; 
The  hospital   nurses  were  very  nice. 
They  gave  him  plenty  of  cool  cracked  ice. 
But  the  doctors  announced  him  knocked  for  a  gool. 
He  was  going  to  die,  said  they:   "You  fool. 
What's    your    last    request?"    "Well,"    answered 

Toole, 
"Measure  up  my  coffin  with  a  golden  rule." 
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Immigrational 

"You  want  to  visit  the  American  Side?" 

"Yes." 

"Then   you   must   see   the   Immigration   Officer." 

"But  I  am  not  an  immigrant,  see,  I  do  not  eat  garlic,  I 
wear  no  shawl,  my  hair  is  parted  and  I  smoke  nothing  but 
Boguslavskys.      My  only  drink  is — " 

"Hush!  Don't  talk  so  much.  Go  and  see  the  Immi- 
gration officer." 

"Where  is  he?" 

"You  see  that  line  of  people  two  deep  and  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  long?" 

"Yes,  it  is  a  liquor  queue,  n'est-ce  pas?" 

"Nonsense,  at  the  other  end  you  will  find  the  officer." 

"Is  he  giving  something  away?" 

"Run  along,  child,  you  will  find  out." 

"How  do  you  do,  Immigration  Officer.  I  am  glad  to 
find  you  at  last.  I  have  waited  an  hour  and  a  half  in 
line,  just  to  see  you.     Are  you  not  flattered?" 

"What's  yer  name?" 

"Bonaparte  Sligg.      And  yours?" 

"  Whaddeyedo  ?  " 

"I  furnish  paper  to  keep  the  home-fires  burning  for  the 
editor  of  the  Magazine  Goblin." 

"Hm,  vagrant.      Why  are  yuh  goin'  to  the  States  .••" 

"Please,  Mr.  Officer  of  Immigration,  it  is  nothing.        I 


X.n.S»ltV— 

Eloise:  "I  wonder  why  that  man  stares  at  me 
so  hard." 

Heloise:  "Oh,  he's  probably  just  looking  into 
vacancy,  dear." 


Just  Before  the  Fatality 

Gideon  G.  Gundelfinger  thinks  he  is  ringing  for  the  car 
to  stop  at  Maple  Street.  The  gentleman  on  the  left  is 
"Fighting  Pork"  McGinnis. 

am  only  taking  a  bottle  of  rye  to  my  cousin  in  Lewiston  and 
bringing  back  some  American  cigarettes." 

"Awright.     You're  sure  you're  not  a  socialist?" 

"Positive,  officer." 

"That's  good.  We  can't  have  people  spreading  ideas 
of  Freedom  and  Liberty  all  over  the  country.  What's 
your  mother's  maiden  name?" 

"Spitzenheimer." 

"Hm,  Scotch.  What's  uh  color  o'  y'  eyes?  Shape  uh 
y'  head?  Size  uh  y'  feet,  height  uh  y'  ambition?  Have 
yuh  got  any  brothers  and  sisters?  Do  you  like  cats  and 
dogs?      How  many  quarts   to  a  gallon?      The  grand  old 

Duke   of   York,   he   had   ten   thousand   men,   he wait! 

There's  something  wrong  here.  When  you  came  in  you 
said  your  hair  was  brown!" 

"As  indeed  it  is,  officer, — or  always  has  been." 

"Look  at  it  in  uh  mirra." 

"Good  Heavens!  Officer,  it  is  as  I  feared.  It  has 
turned   grey!" 
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Random  Ramblings  at  the  Ex. 


A  Beer  Garden  of  Verses 


THE  MIDWAY 


Boom,  boom,  boomelay-boom! 

(Brother,  can  you  hear  the  coins  tinkling?) 

They're  hot,  they're  hot! 

They're  cold,  they're  cold ! 

Step  up  the  young, 

Step  up  the  old! 

Forget  to  worry,   forget  to  fret, 

Laugh,   laugh,   and  forget,   forget! 

It  is  meet,  it  is  gay, 

It  is  holiday ! 

Hooray!   Hooray! 

Boom,  boom,  boomelay-boom ! 

(Brother,  can  you  hear  the  coins   tinkling?) 

Some  one  is  making  a  lot  of  money.) 

THE  FOUNTAIN 

At  evening  where  the  fountain  played 
To  flash   and  change  of  light 
I  met  a  wondrous  pretty  maid — 
Ah,  Fountain  of  Delight! 

I  held  her  by  the  dainty  hand, 

I  kissed  her  dimpled  chin. 

She  said:   "I   think  the  Ex.   is  grand!" 

I   sighed  and  pushed  her  in. 

FISH 


Fish,  in  their  glass  aquarium 

On  exhibition, 

In  their  cool  sanatarium, 

Void  of  ambition, 

Answer   with  unimpassioned   eyes, 

Suspicious, 

The   gibberings  of  the   Mighty  Wise 

O  Fishes! 


THE  GRAND  STAND 
Chatter,  chatter, 

Ihousands  of  you,  children  and  grown  children. 
Stop  munching  your  peanuts  and  be  still. 
Here  is  a  clown .... 
Watching,  watching, 
Thousands  and  thousands  of  eyes, 
Watching  him.    .    .    . 
See  him  flip,  see  him  laugh! 

(Nonsense!  Clowns  arenl  really  unhappy. 
That  idea  was  a  pretty  sentiment — worn  out.) 

See  him  walk  on  his  hands! 

That  was  funny! 

Ripple   with   laughter   from  ten   thousand   throats, 

Like  a  tidal  wave,  over  the  grand-stand. 

He's  gone. 

Where? 

Oh,  I  don't  know — to  see  his  girl. 

I  wonder  if  she  laughs  at  him  too. 

Have  some  peanuts. 

What's  next? 

Laughter  and  thrills  as  the  acrobats  risk  their  necks 


THE  C.  N.  E. 

Faces,    faces,  faces,    faces. 

Faces,    faces,  faces, 
Faces.    .    .    . 


Ah!   Here  come  the  bands! 

See  the  colors! 

Blue,  red,  gold.    .    .    . 

Hurrah,  there's  the  flag! 

Cheer,  you  fool,  cheer! 

(Which  flag  am  I  cheering? 

Don't  be  a  fool,  cheer!) 

Hurrah!  Hurrah! 

(Let's  go  before  the  crowd.) 

THE   LIVE  STOCK 

Sing  a  song  of  Jersey  cows, 

Of  stallions  and  pigs. 

Of  sitting  hens  and  bulgey  sows 

And    noisy    thing'majigs. 

I  wonder  what  they're  doing  here, 

From  distant  places  freighted. 

Perhaps  their  owners  sent  them  in 

To  have  them  educated. 
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He:  "I  feel  like  a  new  man." 
She:  "Well,  don't  get  fresh." 
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A   Recital  for  the  Day 

by 
Pluto 

I  believe  in  restraint  and  the  non-introduction  of 
strangers. 

I  believe  a  man  can  be  a  gentleman,  even  on  this  con- 
tinent. 

I  believe  success  can  be  attained  in  life  without  being  a 
member  of  the  Rotary  Club. 

I  have  never  read  "From  Oil-Can  to  Roll-Top"  by  the 
biggest  service-promoter  west  of  the  Rockies. 

I  have  never  put  it  over  Big. 

I  have  never  read  a  Sunday  Supplement. 

I  dislike  people  who  sell  anything. 

I  do  not  recognize  the  word  "supper"  except  on  Sundays. 

I  do  not  believe  in  yeast  or  raisins. 

I  do  not  understand  the  principle  of  the  Radio  and  I 
would  never  have  anything  to  do  with  one. 

Until  the  recent  outbreaks  I  always  thought  Hollywood 
was  the  name  of  a  jail. 

I  believe  there  is  no  solution  to  the  Irish  Problem. 
I  have  never   been  to  a  convention   and  nothing   could 
ever  drag  me  to  one. 

I  hate  being  licked  and  pawed  by  people's  dear  little 
dogs. 

The  word  "Community"  endangers  my  digestion. 

I  believe  in  reserve  of  voice  and  manner  in  women. 

I  think  "pep"  is  a  dangerous  term. 

I  have  never  seen  "Mickey"  and  I  hope  I  will  never  have 
to  go. 

The  only  time  I  ever  read  an  advertisement  was  when  I 
was  the  only  passenger  between  Boyer's  Crossing  and 
Orchard  Beach  and  it  was  lying  on  the  floor  stuck  to  a 
peach  stone. 

I  do  not  believe  in  pop-corn  fritter,  apple-dumplings  or 
anything  that  mother  used  to  make. 

Contrary  to  prevalent  opinions,  I  believe  that  courtesy 
and  efficiency  may  go  hand-in-hand. 

I  believe  that  Niagara  Falls,  Ontario,  is  the  worst  town 
f  ever  saw  in  the  world. 

I  never  asked  anyone  to  play  "Coal  Black  Mammy," 
"Mammy,"  "Those  Wabash  Blues,"  or  any  tune  imme- 
diately concerning  Tennessee,  Alabama,  or  other  Southern 
Utopia. 

I  have  never  read  "Heart  Throbs." 

I  have  never  read  "More  Heart  Throbs." 

I  believe  that  even  in  these  times  of  jazz-hounds,  petting- 
partits,  super-sixes  and  prohibition,  gentle  manners  and  the 
cultured  mind  will  triumph  still. 
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■fXTE  ARE  absolutely  in  favor  of  all  forms  of  spontan- 
eous hilarity.  We  can  sympathize  with  the  man  who, 
at  three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  hangs  his  clothes  on  a 
lamp-post  because  it  seems  like  a  good  idea  at  the  time ; 
we  can  appreciate  the  fan  who  becomes  so  wrought  up  over 
a  baseball  game  that  he  breaks  up  his  own  straw  hat;  we 
can  even  listen  with  unperturbed  ear  to  the  bathroom  tenor 
who  sings,  "If  I  were  the  only  boy  in  the  world"  before 
breakfast.  Except  in  a  very  minor  degree  these  persons  are 
not  interfering  with  the  rights  of  their  fellow  citizens.  They 
are  frankly  and  openly  enjoying  themselves  in  their  indi- 
vidual ways.  They  are  not  hypocritical.  They  are  (to 
us)  inoffensive. 

Lately,  however,  we  have  had  the  misfortune  to  be  as- 
sociated with  the  officials  of  an  institootion  for  the  enforce- 
ment of  gladness.  The  institootion  was  not  called  that.  It 
had  some  equivocal  and  high-faluting  name  which  meant 
nothing  in  particular,  but  sounded  extensive.  Its  object 
was  to  broadcast  gladness,  pep  and  community  spirit.  Its 
method  was  to  push  its  predigested  prejudices  down  its  vic- 
tims' throats  with  a  saccharine  swab. 


We  are  perfectly  satisfied  that  the  majority  of  the  mem- 
bers of  such  institootions  are  not  themselves  particularly  de- 
sirous of  becoming  apostles  of  gladness.  They  simply  be- 
come obsessed  with  the  idea  that  the  aims  of  the  institootion 
are  wholesome,  moral  and  entirely  praiseworthy  and  so  al- 
low themselves  to  be  coerced  into  being  joyful.  Joy  by  in- 
timidation is  the  tacit  slogan  of  such  institootions.  The  sug- 
gestion is  that  if  men  or  women  cannot  bring  themselves  to  in- 
dulge in  fulsome,  facetious  banalities,  cannot  join  with 
spiritual  gusto  in  the  singing  of  "Old  MacDonal  had  a 
farm,  ee-y-ee-y-oh,"  cannot  indulge  in  orgies  of  enthusiasm 
over  the  institootion  itself  and  its  great  work,  then  there  is 
something  wrong  with  them. 

This  type  of  institootion  is  a  composite  personification  of 
triviality,  hypocrisy,  cheap  sentimentality,  pseudo-idealism 
and  bad  taste. 

Superficially  at  any  rate,  its  raison  d'etre  is  the  better- 
ment of  the  country  at  large.  If  it  had  any  other  apology 
for  being,  we  should  be  more  ready  to  condone  its  tosh,  but 
if  we  are  to  be  uplifted  by  the  sort  of  people  who  control  its 
destinies,  then  the  squad  may  fire  when  they  are  ready. 
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By  Popular  Request 

When  a  stock  company  or  moving 
picture  theatre  finds  it  necessary  to 
repeat  a  bill  one  invariably  finds  ap- 
pended to  the  advertisement  thereof 
the  phrase  "By  popular  request."  I 
am  not  finding  fault  with  this  idea. 
Far  from  it.  Let  it  be  carried  further. 
Think  what  a  help  it  would  be  to  a 
newspaper  to  repeat  an  issue  "By 
popular  request"  or  even  an  article. 
We  might  even  expect  a  run  of  seven 
issues  on  such  a  story  as  this: 

"John  Black  Gloome,  noted  Blue 
Law  Reformer,  was  gored  to  death 
by  an  infuriated  bull  last  night.  (Re- 
printed by  popular  request.)" 

Awful  if  True 

There  are  certain  tenets  in  the  na- 
tional creed  that  have  become  so  firmly 
ingrained  as  to  be  accepted  without 
awkward  questioning.  Nevertheless, 
in  the  interests  of  Truth,  let  the  follow- 
ing iconoclastic  remarks  be  made: 

There  is  a  man  in  Nome,  Alaska, 
who  has  never  heard  of  the  Canadian 
National   Exhibition. 

Mutt  and  Jeff  are  not  humor. 

Men  having  their  clothes  pressed  do 
not  wear  barrels. 

Popular  Education 

I  had  always  taken  electricity 
for  granted.  Yes,  I  had  always 
complained  when  the  power  went  off 
and  I  had  had  to  slush  the  four  miles 
home  through  the  rain.  I  had  been  an 
ingrate.  I  had  not  understood.  Now 
I  understand.  I  have  seen  one  of 
the  Ontario  Government's  educational 
films.  I  saw  and  counted  during 
the  quarter  hour  of  projection  17,271 
switches,  23,507  bulbs,  25  men  in 
shirt-sleeves  and  myriad  mysterious 
machines  and  devices  in  the  process 
of  appearing,  opening  and  closing,  and 
in  the  audience,   1 ,364  bored  faces. 

What  it  was  all  about  I  don't 
know,  but  my  mind  is  now  settled 
on  the  subject  of  power  production. 
Once  I  tried  to  understand  it  but 
now,  thanks  to  the  government  film, 
I  know  that  it  is  ununderstandable.  I 
am  at  ease  on  the  subject. 


$otage  Canatrien 

The  Psychology  of  Bluff 

A  man  is  always  more  approach- 
able in  the  smoking  compartment  of 
the  Transcontinental  Limited  than  in 
his  own  living  room ;  an  ordinarily  cor- 
rect and  reserved  young  matron  of 
Peterborough  or  London,  Ontario,  is 
infinitely  more  likely  to  engage  a  per- 
fect stranger  in  conversation  by  the 
shores  of  Lake  Louise  than  in  her  own 
home  town.  Summer  resort  love  af- 
fairs are  notorious  for  the  ease  with 
which  they  are  effected.  The  amount 
of  reticence  and  aloofness  displayed 
by  a  young  engineer  or  stenographer 
varies  inversely  with  the  distance  he  or 
she  is  removed  from  accustomed  do- 
mestic scenes. 

When  John  Brown,  of  Podunkville, 
heads  for  distant  parts  he  leaves  behind 
him  a  neighborhood  character,  the  pro- 
duct of  a  thousand  contributing  inci- 
dents. He  has  probably,  on  more  than 
one  occasion,  manifested  regrettable 
weaknesses  which  he  has  later  de- 
plored ;  he  has  probably  been  ashamed 
of  himself  many  times  and  as  many 
more  has  felt  himself  impotent  to  deal 
with  situations. 

As  a  result,  to  hide  his  real  futility 
and  to  guard  against  strangers  lest  they 
discover  what  a  common-place  simple- 
ton they  have  to  deal  with,  he  builds 
up  a  barricade  of  reserve.  He  would 
not  like  them  to  know  all  the  sordid 
little  ordinary  details  of  his  past. 

Once  away  from  Podunkville,  how- 
ever, the  barricade  is  no  longer  neces- 
sary. John  Brown,  free  to  do  so, 
poses  as  an  entirely  different  and  much 
more  romantic  personage.  He  is  eager 
to  meet  people,  to  impress  them,  to 
show  them  what  a  splendid  fellow  he 
is — or,  rather,  to  show  them  what  a 
splendid  fellow  is  the  man  he  would 
like  them  to  think  him. 

All  of  which  only  goes  to  show  why 
drummers  and  travelling  bond  sales- 
men are  the  most  sociable  gang  on  the 
continent. 

In  Defence  of   the   "Movies'' 

This  is  a  very  advanced  stage  of 
civilization     indeed.        The     emotions 


are  beginning  to  be  frowned  upon. 
Already  certain  of  them  are  de- 
nounced as  "cheap." 

If  a  man  possess  brains  and  give 
his  life  to  the  exercise  of  them,  he  is 
applar.ded. 

If  he  possess  brawn  and  can  knock 
a  home  run  three  games  out  of  five, 
especially  on  Labor  Day,  he  will  be 
presented  with  a  wreath  of  roses  by 
his  admirers. 

But  the  vast  army  of  supporters  of 
the  movies  possess  neither  brains  nor 
brawn,  but  emotion  in  large  deposits. 
Yet  there  is  continually  a  cry  in  the 
halls  of  the  elect  against  the  moving 
picture — the  emotional  gymnasium  of 
the   masses. 

American  Notes 

The  Americans  are  a  young  people. 
They  love  parades.  The  slightest 
excuse  is  all  that  is  necessary  to  bring 
out  the  bands  and  banners.  The  last 
time  I  was  in  the  States  a  grand 
"peerade"  was  in  progress,  replete 
with  bands,  floats,  flags,  and  "good 
old  Uncle  Sam"  in  effigy.  No,  it  was 
not  Independence  Day.  Dusky  for- 
eigners  carried   banners   reading: 

"LITHUANIAN    IS   INDEPEN- 
DENT." 

The  Americans  are  a  great  people. 
Their  officers  have  each  more  medal 
ribbons  than  the   Prince  of  Wales. 

One  of  their  predominant  charac- 
teristics is  their  passion  for  allegiance 
to  anything  and  everything.  The  in- 
habitants of  First  Street,  Niagara 
Falls,  N.Y.,  have  strung  bunting  from 
verandah  to  verandah  from  end  to 
end  of  street.  Banners  are  visible 
which   read:    "First  Street   First." 

Every  resident  of  First  Street  will 
tell  the  world  that  this  is  "the  best 
little  old  street  in  the  world,"  and  is 
prepared  to  die  for  it  or  live  on  it  for 
the  rest  of  his  days. 

The  Americans  are  a  funny  people. 
They  wear  such  funny  clothes.  But 
the  funniest  thing  about  it  is  that  we 
shall  be  wearing  them  in  Canada  next 
year. 

Vive  les  Americans! 
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Suggestions  for  an  Exhibition    Pageant 
Interpreting  the  Spirit  of  Toronto. 

In  the  lead,  Mayor  Maguire,  triumphantly  bearing  a 
spear,  from  the  head  of  which  hangs  a  mangled  late  edition 
of  the  Toronto  Daily  Star. 

Thirteen  massed  bands. 

Float  bearing  a  model  of  the  new  Union  Station  with 
the  caption  "To  Be  Opened  Next  Week — Or  The  Week 
After." 

A  Rolls-Royce  surrounded  by  16,314  Fords. 

The  Kiwanis  Club  singing  "How  d'ye  do,  Mr.  McGilli- 
cuddy.  how  d'ye  do." 

A  meek-looking  foreigner,  manacled  hand  and  foot,  in 
the  midst  of  a  cordon  of  police.  Placard:  "The  Captive 
Bootlegger." 

23,000  girls  powdering  their  noses. 

Float  depicting  cross  section  of  new  white-tiled  cafeteria. 
Advertisement:  "More  like  a  bath-room  than  any  other 
cafeteria  in  town." 

Clerical  gentleman  denouncing  Jack  Canuck. 
Boy  selling  Jack  Canuck. 

Group  of  five  surrounding  a  banner  which  reads  in  front 
"Fair  play,  please.  Don't  throw  things  at  us"  and  on  the 
back  "Hurray  for  a  lower  tariff!" 

Hon.  T.  L.  Church,  Esq.,  inviting  people  to  go  places. 

Sf,  rf.  if, 

A  representative  of  the  Globe  looking  for  book-makers. 

Six  dozen  citizens  reading  the  Daily  Racing  Form. 

Fifteen  orators  advocating  respectively  a  civic  subway, 
longer  skirts,  sovietism,  lacrosse,  Esperanto,  vegetarianism, 
Irish  freedom,  a  new  post-office,  aesthetic  dancing,  the  bi- 
lingual system,  beer  and  light  wines,  new  public  school 
readers,  free  love,  unrestricted  immigration  and  early  rising. 

A  squat,  dirty  patriarch  wheeling  a  push-cart.. 

A  Chinaman  and  a  Negro  discussing  the  C.N.E. 


She :  "How  foolish  we  were  when  we  were  young.' 

He  :    "  Yes,  and  how  young  we  were  when  we 
were  married." 

G— G— G 

DISCONSOLATE  HEN  COMMITS  SUICIDE 

— Toronto  Globe 

FORMER  FIRE  HORSE    COMMITS  SUICIDE 
WHEN    FORCED  TO    DRAW  ASH    CART 

— Toronto   Globe 

The  Globe  has  apparently  opened  up  a  new  and 
extremely  rich  vein  of  news ;  formerly  no  one  had  noticed  the 
increasingly  high  rate  of  suicide  among  animals.  But  why 
limit  the  imagination?  Surely  if  an  animal  can  commit  sui- 
cide he  should  be  equally  proficient  in  other  parallel  lines 
of  endeavor. 

Probably  we  shall  pick  up  the  paper  some  morning  next 
week  and  find  on  the  front  page  a  headline  reading: 

OVER-WROUGHT  ZEBRA  SLAYS  MOTHER- 
IN-LAW 

or 

RABBIT       DISAPPEARS      WITH       CHURCH 
FUNDS 

or 

ESSEX  COUNTY  PIG    HELD   FOR  ARSON 
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m        jV  sweet       Trni  *    %pm    9 


Strange? — Yes  at  first  it  may  seem  so, 
That  I  should  hold  it  all  so  dear. 
And  cherish   it  within  my  heart, — 
— My  first  successful  home-brewed  beer ! 

I'd  like  to  be  a  reg'lar  guy. 
And  hand  it  out  among  the  boys, 
To  hear  their  praises  shake  the  roof — 
I  wouldn't  mind  a  bit  of  noise! 

The  joy  of  having  lots  to  spare, 
To  give  your  good  old  pals  a  treat. 
They'd  hail  you  King  of  all  the  gang 
You'd  have  a  pull  that's  hard  to  beat! 

But  that,  alas,  is  not  for  me 

There's  something  wrong,   I  do  declare. 

I  had  a  "sure-fire"  recipe, 

And  followed  it  with  greatest  care. 

I  put  in  all  the  stuff  it  said, 

And  thought  I'd  have  about  four  quarts, 

Then  give  a  party  later  on, 

We'd  be  a  happy  bunch  of  sports! 

I  hoped  to  call  in  all  the  boys, 
To  sample  my  success  en  masse, 
But  I,  as  usual,  had  no  luck, 
I  only  got  a  half  a  glass! 


Uh-huh! 

It  occurred  in  the  smoking  compartment  of  a  tram 
travelling  through  a  southern  state. 

For  more  than  an  hour  one  of  the  occupants  had  been 
expounding  political  and  economic  theory.  He  took  up 
"The  Wealth  of  Nations"  and  showed  the  inapplicability 
of  its  principles  to  modern  conditions,  jibed  at  Malthus, 
dealt  somewhat  more  kindly  with  John  Stuart  Mill,  ridi- 
culed the  laissez-faire  school,  and  finally  turned  his  at- 
tention to  Karl  Marx. 

A  meek-looking  little  man  seized  an  opportunity  to  put 
in  a  question. 

"Pardon  me,  sir,"  he  said  respectfully,  "but  at  what 
university  do  you  lecture?" 

"Oh,"  replied  the  other  proudly,  "I'm  not  a  professor, 
I'm  an  Ontario  farmer." 

G— G— G 


Mrs.  Smithers:  "I  think,  dear,  that  our  chauf- 
feur is  reckless." 

Mr.  Smithers:  "Well,  that's  the  way  I  hope  he 
stays." 

Mrs   Smithers:  "How?" 

Mr.  Smithers:   "Wreckless." 
G— G— G 

Under  a  sketchy  little  thing  exhibited  by  Jones  hangs  a 
printed  card  bearing  the  words: 

"Do  not  touch  with  canes  or  umbrellas." 

An  appreciative  small  boy  added  the  following: 
"TAKE  A  AXE." 
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Nemesis 

/  Woke  to  look  upon  a  face 

Silent,  white  and  cold, 
Oh!  friend  the  agony  I  felt 

Can  never  half  be  told. 
We'd  lived  together  but  a  year. 

Too  soon  it  seemed,  to  see 
Those  gentle  hands  outstretched  and  still, 

That  toiled  so  hard  for  me. 
My  waking  thoughts  had  been  of  one 

Who  now  to  sleep  had  dropped, 
T'lvas   hard   to   realize,    Oh!   friend 

My  Ingersoll  had  slopped. 

G— G — G 

Newspaper  heading:  Would  Encourage  Commercial 
Flying  by  Legislation. — No  doubt  this  Blue  Sky  Law 
we  have  been  hearing  so  much  about. 

G— G— G 

Rather  Doggy 

0  Hercules,  sweet  Hercules! 
You're  lazy  an'  you're  full  of  fleas; 
An'  when  you  leave  my  bed  at  night 

1  do  not  have  to  light  a  light, 

I  do  not  have  to  strike  a  match; 
I  know  that  you  are  up  to  scratch. 


Better  Than  a  Cure 

The  sea  was  like  a  mill-pond  when 

I  saw  Jones  by  the  rail. 
To  see  him  you'd  have  thought  the  ship 

Was  running  through  a  gale. 

"You  surely  can't  be  ill,"   I  cried. 

He  said:   "Don't  think  I'll  live. 
You  see  I  took  four  kinds  of  sea 

Sickness  preventative." 

G— G— G 

A    Canadian    leather    company    announces    that    it    will 
give  orecedence  to  orders  coming  from  boot  and  shoe  firms. 
The  last  shall  be  first. 

G— G— G 

Barber:  "You  say  you  have  been  here  before?      I  don't 
remember  your  face." 

Victim:  "Ah,  it's  all  healed  up  now." 

G— G— G 


A  Summer  Debaiting  Society 
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Merrily  Rang  the  Bells 

I  have  always  been  most  unfortunate  in  my  choice  of 
wedding  presents.  Ask  me  to  name  a  boat  or  a  baby,  to 
propose  a  toast  or  suggest  a  slogan  for  a  tag  day  for  taxi- 
drivers  or  turtles,  and  I  am  in  my  element.  But  a  gift 
for  the  happy  pair?  I  pray  you  excuse  me!  Last  year 
Reggie  was  married.  My  present  was  a  handsome  piece 
of  work  in  plaster  entitled  "United"  which  depicted  hero- 
ically the  British  Lion  surrounded  by  loyal  cubs,  one  of 
which  was  neatly  labelled  "Ireland."  It  was  during  their 
honeymoon  that  I  remembered  that  the  bride's  father  was 
head  of  the  local  Sinn   Fein  organization. 

It  is  usually  the  bride's  family  who  are  to  blame.  Two 
years  ago  good  old  Julius  exchanged  single  blessedness 
for  connubial  bliss.  I  was  deeply  attached  to  Julius.  He 
is  a  clever  man,  a  well  known  authority  on  Elizabethan 
times.  At  the  last  minute  he  had  broken  off  with  the  erudite 
Martha  Muggleswich,  who  made  Shakespeare  a  hobby,  and 
had  married  Peggy  Poutts,  who  is  rather  fond  of  poodles.  In 
desperation  I  procured  a  book  on  a  well-known  controversy. 
It  was  entitled  "Bacon,  Greater  than  Shakespeare."  When 
I  was  not  asked  to  be  godfather  to  their  child  I  began  to 
think  that  something  was  amiss.  Then  I  remembered  that 
old  Poutts  was  the  leader  of  the  packing  industry.  After 
that  I  decided  to  quit. 

Then,  there  was  last  week.  I  had  always  been  rather 
fond  of  the  local  minister.  That  is,  until  he  decided  to 
get  married.  It  hardly  seemed  fair.  "What  does  one  give  to 
ministers?"  I  asked  Jim. 

"Oh,  give  him  anything,"  said  Jim,  "Anything  from  a 
cheese  knife  to  a  set  of  false  whiskers.  It's  the  spirit  of  the 
thing  that  counts!  Of  course,"  he  added,  "if  you  really 
want  to  play  safe,  you  can't  go  wrong  on  an  umbrella." 

Everyone  said  the  same  thing:  "Of  course,  if  you  really 
believe  you  are  hoodooed,  you  had  better  play  safe  with  an 
umbrella." 

It  seemed  like  a  good  idea.  As  far  as  I  could  see  there 
was  nothing  offensive  to  anyone  in  an  umbrella.  Everyone 
gets  caught  in  the  rain.  I  chose  and  presented  the  hand- 
somest umbrella   I   could    find. 

To  tell  the  truth,  I  did  not  expect  it  to  make  such  a 
sensation  among  the  wedding  presents  as  it  did.  An  um- 
brella is  not  usually  a  very  flashy  gift.  As  I  strolled  by  I 
was  delighted  to  find  an  admiring  crowd  of  the  younger 
set  grouped  enthusiastically  about  my  umbrella.  Excla- 
mations of  surpise  and  delight  came  as  balm  to  my  tortured 
soul. 

"Whal  a  remarkable  umbrella!  Did  you  ever  see  such 
an  umoiella!  My  choice  among  the  presents!  I  wonder 
where  I  can  get  one?" 

It  was  a  riot!  I  couldn't  believe  that  it  was  my  own 
gift.      I  peeped  through  the  crowd.      Yes,  sure  enough  it 


was  my  umbrella.  Then  I  saw.  It  was  certainly  not  a 
usual  umbrella.  It  was  one  of  those  ingenious  devices 
which  unscrew  at  the  top  revealing  inside  a  small  glass 
flask. 

I  have  always  been  most  unfortunate  in  my  choice  of 
wedding  presents. 


Brown:  "What's   going  on  at  the  courthouse 
to-day." 

Law  Clerk:  "A  hearing  in  camera." 
Brown:  "Will  I  be  allowed  in?" 
Law  Clerk:  "The  answer  is  in  the  negative." 
G— G— G 

The  Fall  Fairy 

by 
Melanie  Smith 

Fair  Phyllis  at  the  Fall  Fair 

Wore  a  cheeky  little  hat  on  her  bobbed  blonde  hair, 
And  she  smiled  at  me  when  I  saw  her  there, — 
Oh!  I  fell  for  Phyllis  at  the  Fall  Fair. 

Fair  Phyllis  at  the  Fall  Fair! 

Those  slim  ankles  were  a  certain  snare, 

As  she  tripped  along  with  a  swagger  little  air, — 

Oh !  I  fell  for  Phyllis  at  the  Fall  Fair. 

Fair  Phyllis  at  the  Fall  Fair! 

Those  big  blue  eyes  with  their  baby  stare! 

I   think   I   might  have  kissed  her,   but  I   didn't  dare, — 

Oh!  I  fell  for  Phyllis  at  the  Fall  Fair. 

Fair  Phyllis  at  the  Fall  Fair 

Was  so  darn  devastating  that  it  wasn't  fair. 

The  money  that  I  spent  was  my  own  affair, — 

(Lobster  a  la  Newburg  was  her  favourite  fare), — 

But  now  I've  nothing  left  but  my  homeward  fare! 

Oh!  I  fell  for  Phyllis  at  the  Fall  Fair. 
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New  at%6  Different  f 


The  Centres 

French  Cherries  in  Cream. 
Red  Raspberry  Fruit  in  Cream. 
Messina    Lemon    Marmalade    in 

Cream. 
Seville    Orange    Marmalade    in 

Cream. 
Brazil  Nuts  in   Cream. 

California    Walnuts    in    Maple 

Sugar  Cream. 
Bordeaux   Walnuts  in   Cream. 
Ceylon  Cocoanut  in  Cream. 
Smyrna  Stuffed  Dates  in  Cream. 
Chocolate   Roll. 

Hawaiian   Pineapple   in   Cream. 
Niagara  Peaches  in  Cream. 
Turkish  Delight  in  Cream. 
Canton   Ginger  in   Cream. 
Damascus  Dates  in  Cream. 
Rich  Vanilla  Cream. 


sensations 
itvo/riNetldonBox 


An  entirely  new  departure  in  Chocolates ! 

Something  new  in  extra  soft  creamy  cen- 
tres, each  with  a  piece  of  luscious  fruit  or 
nut,  the  whole  covered  with  delicious 
chocolate  coating. 

You  will  be  delighted  with  the  Super- 
Cream  box.  A  real  luxury  package  at  an 
economy  price — "As  Suggested.'* 


Super,  cream 
ew°eoLATEs: 

CXor  Jaded   candy  a/o/oetitesf 
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THE  LATEST  BOOKS 

THE  VEHEMENT  FLAME.  By  Margaret  Deland. 
Toronto:  H odder  and  Stoughton,  Publishers.  $2.25. 

"Jealousy  is  cruel  as  the  grave;  the  coals  thereof  are  coals 
of  fire,  which  hath  a  most  vehement  flame."  Jealousy!  How 
much  has  it  to  do  with  love?  Is  it  at  all  compatible  with  true 
affection?  Is  it  a  sign  of  strength  or  weakness?  The  emo- 
tion of  jealousy  is  thoroughly  analyzed  and  qualified  in  this 
absorbing  novel. 

A  boy  of  nineteen  is  carried  away  by  his  infatuation  for  a 
love-starved  though  beautiful  woman  of  thirty-nine.  They 
are  married.  Wilfully  blind  to  the  future,  they  begin  life  in 
the  enthusiasm  of  his  youth  which  for  a  time  is  sufficient  for 
both.      The  results  are  not  surprising. 

The  popularity  of  "If  Winter  Comes"  has  proved  the  public 
interest  in  a  close  scrutiny  of  the  mind  and  heart  of  a  fellow 
creature  under  the  stress  of  adversity.  So  also  in  this  story, 
the  most  infinitesimal  thoughts  and  half  thoughts  of  the  mis- 
understood heroine  are  laid  bare  for  examination.  There  is 
something  of  the  vivisectionist  in  it.  The  remarkable  quality 
about  the  book  is  that  we  should  feel  so — feel  that  we  have 
pried  into  the  very  soul  of  an  actual  human  being.  It  is 
heart-rending ;  it  is  often  unpleasant,  but  it  is  always  stimulating 
and  cannot  fail  to  broaden  one's  capability  for  understanding 
one's  neighbor.  How  many  Eleanor  Curtis'  there  are  in 
actual  life! 

But  the  suffering  is  not  entirely  one-sided.  The  inability  of 
his  wife  intellectually  to  maintain  her  position  at  his  side  causes 
Maurice  Curtis  to  stumble  into  moral  situations  from  which 
remorse  is  the  result.  It  is,  however,  through  the  evil  that  the 
solution  finally  comes. 

It  is  a  difficult  book  to  begin.  One  does  not  want  to  meet 
the  characters  who,  in  themselves,  have  very  little  of  the  ex- 
traordinary to  offer,  but  once  the  spell  is  on,  the  last  page  is 
not  sufficient  to  remove  it. 

LATE  LYRICS  AND  EARLIER.  By  Thomas  Hardy. 
Toronto:     Macmillan   &   Co.,   Ltd.,   Publishers.      $2.25. 

A  collection  of  hitherto  unpublished  verses,  many  of  which 
have  been  written  recently,  the  rest  having  been  held  over  for 
various  reasons   from  previous  volumes. 

One  does  not  expect  startling  innovation  in  these  "Neo- 
Georgian  days  by  one  who  began  writing  in  Mid-Victorian," 
and  in  these  pages  there  is  little  to  surprise  admirers  and  those 
familiar  with  Hardy's  verse  in  the  past. 

Siegfried  Sassoon  has  hailed  Hardy  the  dean  of  English 
poets.  He  is  one  of  the  few  writers  of  whom  critics  speak  as 
though  he  were  dead.  Surely  this  is  greatness.  "A  cat  may 
look  at  a  king,"  but  a  scratch  with  its  claws  would  scarcely 
be  tolerated.  In  these  humble  columns  let  us  forbear  from 
seditious  remarks. 

MY  THREE  HUSBANDS.  Anonymous.  Toronto: 
The  Musson  Book  Co.,  Ltd.,  Publishers.      $1.75. 

A  frank  autobiography  of  a  thrice-married  woman  told  irr 
the  form  of  a  triple  epitaph.  When  the  heroine  married  "poor 
dear  Edward,"  her  first  husband,  she  had  no  reason  to  doubt 
that  the  doctor  brought  the  babies  in  his  bag.  The  account  of 
her  education  in  this  and  other  matters  will  prove  poignant 
reading  for  all  interested  in  matrimony,  no  matter  whether  the 
interest  be  subjective  or  objective. 


GolfirS- 


CHAMPIONS 

NEAR  CHAMPIONS 

BEGINNERS 

better  your  game  by  reading 

Golf  from  Two  Sides 

By  ROGER  &  JOYCE  WETHERED 
Fully  Illustrated  $3.50 

LONGMANS,  GREEN  &  CO. 

Publishers 
210  VICTORIA  ST.,  TORONTO 


liinniiiiiiUHiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiii: 

Here  are  Some  New   1922 

Books  Goblin  Readers 

will  particularly  like 

Note  the  authors'  names 

VIOLA  GWYN 

By   George   Ban-  McCutcheon 

THE  MAN  IN  THE  TWILIGHT 

=  By  Ridgewelt  Cullum 

THE  MERCY  OF  ALLAH 

By    Hilaire    Belloc 

CHANTING  WHEELS 

By  Hubbard  Hutch i>ison 
H  See  these  at  the  nearest  bookshop. 

I    THE  RYERSON  PRESS     | 

PUBLISHERS,  TORONTO 
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MR.   PROHACK.      By  Arnold  Bennett. 
Clelland  and  Stewart,  Publishers.      $2.00. 


Toronto:   Me- 


lt is  perhaps  unfortunate  that  once  an  author  has  achieved 
a  great  success  with  a  book  or  series  of  books  it  should  there- 
after stand  as  a  criterion  for  his  subsequent  productions.  Mr. 
Bennett  immortalized  the  Five  Towns  and  now  he  is  paying 
the  penalty,  for  no  matter  what  he  writes  the  literary  hawks  are 
sure  to  swoop  down,  sniff  and  then  say  in  slightly  disparaging 
accents,  "It's  good,  but  hardly  up  to  the  Five  Towns  Tales,  you 
know." 

"Mr.  Prohack"  is  a  leisurely  sort  of  novel  written  in  exag- 
gerated, or  at  least  accentuated,  Bennettese,  obviously  done  by 
a  novelist  of  established  reputation  and  just  as  obviously  the 
work  of  a  man  possessed  of  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  Eng- 
lish language.  The  touch,  though  seemingly  unstudied,  is  sure; 
as  a  whole  the  book  is  an  admirable  piece  of  workmanship. 

The  title  role  is  that  of  a  middle-aged  member  of  the  Eng- 
lish upper  middle  classes  who,  following  the  close  of  the  war, 
finds  himself  to  be  one  of  the  new  poor.  He  and  his  family 
are,  however,  saved  undue  contemplation  of  a  life  of  enforced 
economy  by  the  advent  of  a  timely  and  considerable  inheritance. 
Mr.  Prohack's  reactions  to  new  conditions  provide  the  theme 
for  the  story. 

If  you  like  Arnold  Bennett  you  should  read  "Mr.  Prohack" 
because  (to  paraphrase  Stephen  Leacock  on  a  different  subject) 
it  is  like  the  rest  of  Arnold  Bennett's  work,  only  more  so. 


It  was  a  distinct  "faux  pas"  on  the  part  of  Pat 
O'Rafferty,  the  French  Hot-Dog  King,  at  the  Ex- 
hibition, to  offer  Mrs.  E.  X.  Clusive  one  of  his  choice 
productions.  It  looked  so  much  like  poor  dear 
Fido. 


PLAYERS 

NAVY  CUT 
CIGARETTES 
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THE  TRIUMPH  OF  THE  SCARLET  PIMPER- 
NEL. By  Baroness  Orczy.  Toronto:  H odder  and  Slough- 
ton,  Publishers.      $2.00. 

The  ever-popular  hero  of  a  thousand  ventures  back  again  be- 
tween the  covers  of  one  of  Baroness  Orczy's  brightly  written 
novels. 

THE  VANISHING  POINT.  By  Coningsby  Dawson. 
Toronto:  Copp,  Clark  Co.,  Ltd.,  Publishers.      $2.00. 

E.  Phillips  Oppenheim  out-oppenheimed.  A  racy  story  of 
adventure  constructed  along  conventional  lines,  but  fresh  in 
style  and  in  a  wealth  of  colorful  imagination. 

The  characters  are  sketchily  drawn  and  unconvincing,  but 
that  can  hardly  be  reckoned  a  primary  fault,  for  if  more  time 
had  been  devoted  to  them  it  might  only  have  tended  to  slow  up 
the  action  upon  which  the  whole  charm  of  the  novel  depends. 
Anyway,  no  one  looks  for  characterization  in  a  book  in  which 
inexplicable  disappearances,  mysterious  strangers  and  homi- 
cides are  as  common  as  hot-dogs  on  the  Midway. 

THE  COUNTRY  BEYOND.  By  James  Oliver  Cur- 
wood.      Toronto:   Copp,  Clark  Co.,  Publishers.      $2.00. 

The  Curwood  fan  will  find  the  hero  of  "The  Country  Be- 
yond" to  be  a  typical  red-blooded  and  big-hearted  highwayman 
and  the  long  Curwoodian  pursuit  after  him  to  be  made  by  an 
equally  red-blooded  and  lovable  mounted  policeman.  The 
love  interest  is  developed  very  early  in  the  theme  and  carried  to 
the  time-honored  super-happy  ending.  In  short,  the  most  and 
the  least  that  can  be  said  for  the  book,  is  that  it  is  "Curwood." 
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SO 

HE  USES 

AN 

EVEREADY 
FLASHLIGHT 

NOW 


Kitty:    "That   girl    I   despise.      She   has   only   one   topic   of 
conversation." 

The  Man:  "Yes,  we  all  hate  to  be  excelled." 

— Pelican. 
G—  G— G 

Eve:  "S'matter,  Adam?      Why  so  restless?" 
Adam:   "Dawgonit,   I  used  poison  ivy  for  my  winter  over- 
coat." 

— Punch  Bowl. 
G— G— G 

According   to    a    recent   dispatch,    poker    and    crap-shooting 
have  become  the  latest  craze  in  British  society. 
London  bridge  must  be  falling  down. 

—Life. 
G—  G— G 


Miss  Edna  Hinch 

Teacher  of  Modern 
Dancing 

PRIVATE  LESSONS  ONLY 
STUDIO: 

356  Brunswick  Avenue 

Phjne:     Coll.  37 


SHE  DOESN'T  NEED  TO  BE 

"Is  Marie  a  good  dancer?" 

"Why,  she  outstrips  every  woman  on  the  floor." 

"Yes,  but  is  she  a  good  dancer?" 

— Widow. 
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"The  All  Star  Series" 

Seldom,  if  ever  before,  has  a  newspaper 

had  the  good  fortune,  the  enterprise  and  capital 

to  obtain  so  pronounced  a  feature — 

"The  all  star  series"  consists  of  a  short 

story    from   each  of  the  leading  sixteen  story 

writers  of  America. 

None  of  these  stories  are  reprint  stories, 

each  has  been  written  specially  by  the  author 

for  "The  all  star  series"  that  is  now  appearing  m 

THE   SUNDAY   WORLD 

There  will  be  a  story  by — 

Booth  Tarkington — E.  Phillips  Oppenheim — 

Lincoln — Cobb — and  Julian  Street — Joseph 

Hergesheimer — Zona    Gale — James    Cabell 
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BRING  YOUR  COAT  OR  VEST 

We  Can  Match         ( 
Any  Suiting 

7000  Patterns 

TROUSER  SPECIALTY 
COMPANY 

38  Yonge  Street  Arcade 
TORONTO 


Ready  for  Him 

"I'm  just  waiting  for  my  husband  to  complain  about 
my  extravagance  this  month." 

"Ready  to  give  him  an  argument,  eh?" 

"You  bet  I  am.  By  mistake  his  golf  club  checks  came 
to  the  house,  and  I've  got    em." 

— Detroit  Free  Press. 
G— G-G 

According  to  History 

Mrs.  Fattums:  "I  wonder  who  started  this  awful  fad  of 
going  to  the  mountains?" 
He:  "I  guess  Mahomet." 


Two  Moving  Pictures 

ORPHANS  OF  THE  STORM.— Produced  by  D.  W. 
Griffith  with  Dorothy  and  Lillian  Gish  in  the  title  roles. 

History  revised  to  suit  the  exigencies  of  the  director's  needs. 
Well  done  too.  A  cheer  for  Mr.  Danton  and  a  terrific  kick 
in  the  slats  for  the  blue  law  booster  Robespierre. 

THE  SILENT  CALL.— Pro duce d  by  H.  O.  Davis,  fea- 
turing Strongheart,  the  wonder  dog. 

We  have  always  liked  dogs  that  resemble  wolves.  That  is 
to  say,  at  a  safe  distance.  We  have  always  had  a  great  deal 
of  respect  for  their  capabilities.  Our  neighbor  has  one.  There 
is  nothing  that  dog  can't  do.  We  gave  up  chicken  farming  the 
first  week  he  arrived.  The  second  week  we  began  providing 
for  the  mourning  families  of  our  unfortunate  delivery  men. 
Hence  it  is  not  a  surprise  to  find  one,  Strongheart,  starring  in  a 
picture  of  God's  Country  of  strong  emotional  appeal. 


Experience 

Kind  Old  Gentleman:   "What  do  you  call    those     two 
kittens,  Johnny?" 

Small  Boy:  "I  call  'em  Tom  and  Harry." 

K.  O.  G. :   "Why  don't  you  name  them     Cook     and 
Peary,  after  the  great  explorers?" 

S.  B. :  "Aw,  gwan,  mister,  these  ain't  pole  cats." 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 


LIKE  money  in  the  bank,  Prest-O-Lite's  Reserve  Power  is  something  to  draw 
upon  in  emergencies.    Prest-O-Lite  Batteries  are  still  going  strong  when  other 
batteries  have  given  up  the  struggle  of  producing  quick  starts  and  bright  lights. 

PREST-O-LITE  COMPANY  OF  CANADA,  LIMITED 


MONTREAL 


TORONTO 


WINNIPEG 
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Announcing 


\< 
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Swiss  Style 

Milk  Chocolate 


u 


A  Matter  of  Good 
Taste" 


THE  CHOCOLATE  THAT  WILL 

CREATE    A    NEW   CRITERION 

OF    EXCELLENCE    FOR    THE 

CANDY-LOVER. 


Nine  New  Varieties  in  Twelve 
Different  Packages 


A  wide  range  of  choice  is  offered  in  five  and  ten  cent 
sizes,  plain  Swiss  Style  Milk  Chocolate  Bars,  Raisin 
Bars,  Almond  Bars,  Filbert  Bars,  Brazil  Bars,  Peanut 
Bars,    Roasted    Nut   Bars,    Bundles   and    Neselrode. 

When    Buying  Milk   Chocolate  Demand 

cffifeg®»  Swiss  Style 


To  Insure  Satisfaction 
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L  After  All  - 
There's  onjy  one 

GINGER  ALE 


MCLAUGHLINS 

CANADA     DRY" 

AT  HART  HOUSE  TUCK  AND  MOST  GOOD  SHOPS 


Judge  (to  negro  witness) :  "You  say 
you  were  standing  just  across  the  street 
in  front  of  the  Brunswick  when  the  first 
shot  was  fired?" 

Witness:  "Yassah,  I  sho  was." 

Judge:  "Then  I  take  it  you  also  saw 
the  second  shot  fired  immediately  after- 
ward." 

Witness:  "No,  suh,  Jedge,  by  that 
time  I  was  passin'  the  Charlestown  Navy 
Yard."  — Voo  Doo. 

G— G— G 
A  little  powder  now  and  then 
Is  dabbed  on  by  the  oldest  hen. 

— Orange   Peel. 


Bell   Hop: — "This  is  no  place  for   a 
lady  to  smoke." 

She: — "Oh  that's  all  right,  I'm  a  col- 
lege girl." — Puppet. 

G— G— G 
"Bathing   alone   won't   keep   you  clean," 
According  to  Doctor  Frew; 
So  I  guess  I'll  have  to  buy  a  tub 
Made  big  enough  for  two. 

— Mink. 
G— G— G 
"Ever  hear  the  stories  about  the  gold- 
en fleece?" 

"No,  do  they  bite?" 

— Tiger. 


Of  course 


"And  what  sort  of  sandwiches  shall 
we  have?"  Mother  asked  the  children. 

"Oh,  peanut  butter,  of  course,"  they 
replied. 

Peanut  butter,  of  course !  The  most 
sustaining,  nourishing,  appetizing  and 
wholly  delightful  material  for  sand- 
wiches. 

And  remember,  it  pays  to  have  the 
best.     MacLaren's  is  the  superior  brand. 


MacLaren-Wright,  Limited 

TORONTO 


TO  ACQUIRE 
A  FORTUNE 


The  most  direct  and  sure 
way  to  acquire  a  fortune 
is  to  invest  judiciously. 
Safety  of  principal  is  the 
first  and  most  vitally  im- 
portant consideration. 
Such  investing  has  a 
definite  cumulative  ef- 
fect. 

If  you  would  like  to  in- 
vest from  $50  up,  with 
freedom  from  trouble  or 
investment  worries— we 
shall  be  glad  to  give  sug- 
gestions. 

A.E.AMES&CO. 

ESTABLISHED  1889 

Montreal    TORONTO     New  York 
Chicago     Victoria,  B.C. 

DEPENDABLE  INVESTMENTS 


A  PLAY 

It  is  dawn,  five  men  are  grouped 
around  an  animal,  it  is  a  cow,  they  milk 
him. 

First  Man:  "Oh,  wind  if  winter 
comes — " 

Second  Man:  "Aw,  shut  up,  Percy, 
work  your  hands  instead  of  waving  your 
face."      (Percy  is  abashed). 

The  scene  shifts ;  it  is  a  drawing  room ; 
the  First  and  Second  enter;  the  Third 
and  Fourth  are  now  taxi  drivers.  A  hos- 
tess reclines  aristocratically  on  the  divan, 
reading  the  "Book  of  Ettiquette." 

First  Man:  "Mrs.  Van  de  Vere- 
Smith,  permit  me  to  present  my  friend." 
(The  Second  Man  TRIES  TO  SHAKE 
HANDS). 

Epilogue. 
The  moon  in  the  night  sky  doth  stay. 
Nature's  law  will  ever  hold  sway  without 

any  libel. 
To  quote  from  the  Bible: 
"From  he  who  has  got,  take  away." 

— Record. 
G— G— G 

The  judge  spoke  very  impressively 
and  the  prisoner  hung  on  his  words. 

—Dodo. 
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The    Charm  of  Tea 
is  in  the  Flavor 

and 

"SALADA"  Flavor 
appeals  irresistibly 


SALADA" 


"How  was  the  party  last  night?" 
"It  was  a  good  party  while  I  lasted." 

— Life. 
G— G— G 

"How  many  cigarettes  a  day  does 
Rollo  smoke?" 

"Oh,  any  given  number." 

— Tiger. 
G— G— G 

The  lawyers  were  questioning  the 
only  eye-witness  to  the  crime — a  wit- 
ness who  surprised  the  court  with  his 
unusual  memory  for  details. 

"How  far  were  you  from  the 
scene  of  the  shooting  when  it  occur- 
red?" asked  Judge  Fitzpatrick,  inter- 
rupting the  witness. 

"Thirty-six  feet  and  five  inches," 
replied  the  man  in  the  witness  chair. 

"But  how  can  you  tell  so  exactly?" 
asked  the  judge. 

"Simply  because  I  measured  it," 
came  the  reply.  "I  thought  some  fool 
judge  would  ask  me  about  it." 

— Seattle   Town  Crier. 

G— G— G 

Artist  (revealing  his  latest  effort  to  a 
prospective  purchaser)  :  "This,  sir,  is  my 
most  recent  masterpiece.  Is  it  not  magni- 
ficent? It  is.  Believe  me,  when  I  tell 
you  ten  thousand  would  not  buy  it  from 
me,  but — " 

Patron:  "Oh  yes.  I  believe  you;  in 
fact,  I'm  one  of  the  ten  thousand." 

— Princeton  Tiger. 


Books 

MORTIMER'S  GOLD— By  Harold 
Horn,  Toronto:  Hodder  Stoughton, 
Ltd.,  Publishers.  $1.75. 

Adventure,  buried  treasure,  a  lovely 
nurse  in  love  with  a  wounded  war  hero, 
bandits,  the  mackinaw,  the  silver  west, 
boom — boom,   victory. 

INDIAN  LEGENDS  OF  VANCOU- 
VER ISLAND— By  Alfred  Carmi- 
chael,    with    illustrations    by   J.    Semeyn, 


Store: 
Main  6862 


Tea  Room: 
Main  2473 


BINGHAM'S 

—LIMITED— 

146    Yonge    Street 

Noon  Luncheon 
11.30—2  p.  m. 

Afternoon  Teas 
2.30—5  p.  m. 

Evening  Dinner 
5.00—7.30  p.  m. 

Makers  of 

"Polly-Anna  Chocolates" 

"The  Glad  Candies" 


Toronto:   The  Musson  Book  Co.,  Ltd., 
Publishers,  $1.50. 

Interesting  and  amusing  legends  glean- 
ed personally  by  Mr.  Carmichael  during 
an  intimate  acquaintance  of  over  30  years 
with  the  Indians.  The  drawings  are  in 
wood-cut  style,  well  in  keeping  with  style 
of  the  work. 

G— G— G 

Well,  summer  is  here. 

— Vancouver  World 


A  LUXURY  and 
an  ECONOMY 


Kola  Briars 
are  Both 


A  LUXURY  because  they  smoke 
cool  and  sweet  from  the  start  and 
are  the  last  word  in  color,  finish 
and  style. 

AN  ECONOMY  because  they  last 
longer  than  other  pipes  of  many 
times  their  cost. 

It's  The  Kola  Process 
That  Does  It 


An  Old  Friend 
From  the  Start 


ONE 
DOLLAR 


GST 


EVERYWHERE 
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Jam  tipsy 


m1&$mid 


(Con^reve) 


♦♦ 


TS 


Old  Congreve  had  to  say  that  because 
he  might  have  been  tipsy  with  some- 
thing else.  But  nowadays,  with  local 
Option,  O.  T.  A.'s  and  total  prohibition, 
people  get  joyously  tipsy  with  laughing 
— just  laughing.  And  they  laugh  at 
these  humorous  Columbia  Records: 


A-1908 

85c 


A-2488 
85c 


A-2551 
85c 

A-2652 
85c 

A-2941 

85c 

A-3356 
85c 

A-3652 

85c 


THE    DIET    KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 

72  Bloor  Street  W.,  Toronto 


BREAKFAST         LUNCHEON 
AFTERNOON  TEA       DINNER 


OPEN  SUNDAYS 


Phone  North  4382 


Casey's   Description    of    His   Fight,    Mic-    "j 

hael   Casey.  > 

Casey  Taking  the  Census,  Michael  Casey    ) 

Cohen  at  the  Real  Estate  Office,  J.  Hay-  . 

man.  I 

Cohen    Calls    the   Tailor   on   the   'Phone,  ( 

J.  Hayman. 

Up   for  Sentence,   Golden   and   Heins.  { 

The  Colored  Recruit,  Golden  and  Heins.    \ 

O,   Death   Where   is     Thy      Sting,     Bert    ~l 

Williams.  , 

When  I   Return,  Bert  Williams.  ; 

Ten   Little  Bottles,   Bert   Williams.  | 

Unlucky   Blues,   Bert   Williams.  \ 

My  Last   Dollar,  Bert  Williams.  ) 

I'm  Gonna  Quit  Saturday.   Bert    Williams  \ 

You've   Had  Your   Day,   Nora   Bayes.  / 

I  Ain't  Never  Had  Nobody.  Nora  Bayes.  ) 

Smile  over  them  TODAY 


Columbia 

Records 

Columbia  Graphophone  Co.,  Toronto 


The    Comedian — "Hey,    you,    my    dressing    room    is    h»t 
enough  to  fry  eggs." 

The  Stagehand — "Don't  worry;  it  isn't  hot  enough  to  cook 
a  ham." 

— Youngstown  Telegram. 

G— G— G 

Willy  vs.  Lily 

Little  Lily  had  a  piggy 
And  she  called  the  piggy  Willy ; 
But  one  day  in  childish  passion 
Lily  gave  poor  Will  a  thrashin'. 
Willy  died  in  piggish   fashion — 
Most  extremely  silly. 

Lily's  mother  saw  the  porker 

And  his  quivering  form  did  shock  her; 

Then  her  wrath  it  rose  within  her 

As  it  never  rose  before. 

And  she  loudly  cursed  at  Lily, 

Cursed  her  for  the  death  of  Willy, 

Cursed  and  swore  until  she  nearly 

Passed  away  upon  the  floor. 

Lily,    red   with   indignation, 
Answered  her  with  animation; 
Offered  up  this  explanation 
For  the  most  unseemly  gore — 
Simply  this  and  nothing  more: 
"Mother,  though  I  loved  him  dearly 
Willy  troubled  me  severely. 
And  I'm  sure  you  must  see  clearly 
Little  William  was  a  bore." 
Simply  that  and  nothing  more. 

— Lampoon. 
G— G— G 

Boudoir  Repartee 

"Stunning  combination." 

"Yes,  but  it's  an  evening  gown!" — Frivol. 

G-G— G 

Mrs.  Jameson:   "Do  you  believe  that  awful  story  they 
tell  about  her?" 

Mrs.  Johnson:  "Of  course  I  do! — what  is  it?" 

— Kasper  (Stockholm.) 
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To  Holders  of  Five- Year 

5^  per  cent.  Canada's 

Victory  Bonds 

Issued  in  1917  and  Maturing  1st  December,  1922 


CONVERSION    PROPOSALS 


npHE  MINISTER  OF  FINANCE  offers  to 
-*-  holders  of  these  bonds  who  desire  to 
continue  their  investment  in  Dominion  of 
Canada  securities  the  privilege  of  ex- 
changing the  maturing  bonds  for  new 
bonds  bearing  5Vk  Per  cent,  interest,  pay- 
able half  yearly,  of  either  of  the  following 
classes: — 

(a)  Five  year  bonds,  dated  1st  November, 
1922,  to  mature  1st  November,  1927. 

(b)  Ten  year  bonds,  dated  1st  November, 
1922,  to  mature  1st  November,  1932. 

While  the  maturing  bonds  will  carry  in- 
terest to  1st  December,  1922,  the  new 
bonds  will  commence  to  earn  interest  from 
1st  November,  1922,  GIVING  A  BONUS 
OF  A  FULL  MONTH'S  INTEREST  TO 
THOSE  AVAILING  THEMSELVES  OF 
THE  CONVERSION  PRIVILEGE. 

This  offer  is  made  to  holders  of  the 
maturing  bonds  and  is  not  open  to  other 
investors.  The  bonds  to  be  issued  under 
this  proposal  will  be  substantially  of  the 
same  character  as  those  which  are  matur- 
ing, except  that  the  exemption  from  taxa- 
tion does  not  apply  to  the  new  issue. 


Holders  of  the  maturing  bonds  who  wish  to  avail 
themselves  of  this  conversion  privilege  should  take 
their  bonds  AS  EARLY  AS  POSSIBLE,  BUT  NOT 
LATER  THAN  SEPTEMBER  30th,  to  a  Branch  of 
any  Chartered  Bank  in  Canada  and  receive  in  ex- 
change an  official  receipt  for  the  bonds  surrendered, 
containing  an  undertaking  to  deliver  the  correspond- 
ing bonds  of  the  new  issue. 

Holders  of  maturing  fully  registered  bonds,  inter- 
est payable  by  cheque  from  Ottawa,  will  receive 
their  December  1  interest  cheque  as  usual.  Holders 
of  coupon  bonds  will  detach  and  retain  the  last  un- 
matured coupon  before  surrendering  the  bond  itself 
for  conversion  purposes. 

The  surrendered  bonds  will  be  forwarded  by  banks 
to  the  Minister  of  Finance  at  Ottawa,  where  they 
will  be  exchanged  for  bonds  of  the  new  issue,  in 
fully  registered,  or  coupon  registered  or  coupon 
bearer  form  carrying  interest  payable  1st  May  and 
1st  November  of  each  year  of  the  duration  of  the 
loan,  the  first  interest  payment  accruing  and  pay- 
able 1st  May,  1923.  Bonds  of  the  new  issue  will  be 
sent  to  the  banks  for  delivery  immediately  after  the 
receipt  of  the  surrendered  bonds. 

The  bonds  of  the  maturing  issue  which  are  not 
converted  under  this  proposal  will  be  paid  off  in 
cash  on  the  1st  December,  1922. 


Dated  at  Ottawa,  8th  August,  1922. 


W.  S.  FIELDING, 

Minister  of  Finance. 
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Mens  Shoes  of 

Higher  Quality 

Men  who  desire  the  perfect  fit  and  graceful  lines 

that  are  found  only  in  high-grade  footwear  will 

be    greatly    impressed    with    the    styles    we    are 

showing. 

On  every  count  and  in  every  phase  we  can  satisfy 

the    man    who    is    looking    for   the   best   of    shoe 

satisfaction. 

Men's  Shoes  at 
$10,   $11,   $12,   $14 

H.  &  C.  BLACHFORD 

LIMITED 
286  Yonge  St.  Opp.  Dundas  East 


Hand-Knit 
Garments 

The  very  newest  styles,  made 
to  your  order  from 

Monarch  Yarns 

A  full  range  of  these  well- 
known   yarns   always   in   stock. 

Instructions    Free 

Full  instructions  in  knitting  any 
garment  free  of  charge  to  our 
customers. 

Monarch-Knit  Hosiery 

and  the  famous 
"Two  Steeples" 
English  Hosiery 

Jeane  Duncan 
Yarn   Shoppe 

235  Yonge  St.,  Toronto 


Arthur  E.  Farley 

Merchant  Tailor 

Formerly  Culler  wilh  Murray-Kay  Co.  Ltd. 


27  Colborne  St.,  Toronto 

Directly  back  of  the  King  Edward  Hotel 


Main 
3603 


Mrs.  Musichound — "Do  you  consider  Wilhelm  Mengleberg 
our  greatest  conductor?" 

Mrs.  Newlyrich — "Well  really,  I  so  seldom  use  the  trolleys 
nowadays." 

— Record. 
G— G— G 

Algy — "That  vulgah  puhson  mistook  me  for  a  racing  man." 

Sally — "How  was  that?" 

Algy — "He  said  that  I  won  the  Brown  Derby." 

— Chaparral. 
G— G— G 

Bobb — "What  makes  Myrtle's  face  look  so  funny?" 
Bobbed — "It's   from  that  awful  bang  she  gave  herself  the 
last  time  she  cut  her  hair." 

— Banter. 
G— G— G 

Professor — Look  here,  you  said  you  wanted  that  alco- 
hol to  clean  some  glass  apparatus  and  here  I  find  you  drink- 
ing it. 

Student — Sure,  you  see  I  drink  it  and  then  breathe  on 
the  glass. 

— Gargoyle 
G— G-G 

Why  Is  It? 

A  lady  fair  I  once  did  meet, 

Of  face  and  form  divine. 
I  thought  could  I  be  loved  by  her, 

I  would  not  ask  for  wine, 
If  but  to  live  and  be  loved  by  her 

That  creature  of  heavenly  grace. 
My  earth  would  rise  from  lowliness 

To  a  sort  of  heavenly  place, 
I  watched  a  smile  beginning. 

Around  those  lips  so  sweet, 
As  they  parted  the  skies  grew  darker; 

Ah!   'tis  torture  to  repeat. 
But  nothing  under  the  skies  above, 

Or  over  the  earth  beneath, 

Can  so  rudely  bring  me 

From  a  fond  reverie 
Like  a  pair  of  golden  teeth. 

— Cafe  Brulo. 


:rsible 

TOASTER 

Turnsthe  ToastWithout  Handlm 


1 


Western  and  Maritime 
Provinces  $6.90.  West 
of     the     Rockies,     $7.00. 


When  the  bread  is  toasted  on  one 
side,  you  simply  pull  down  one  of  the 
nickel  plated  guards,  and  the  toast 
turns  over  automatically. 

Beautifully  crisp,  golden  brown  toast; 
piping  hot,  made  at  the  table.  Your  break- 
fast will  taste  twice  as  good  if  the  toast  is 
made,  fresh,  on  the  breakfast  table,  with  a 
Hotpoint  Reversible  Toaster. 


This  sturdy,  well  built  appliance,  is  good  for    years  of  service, 
and  yet,   the  price  is  within   the  reach  of  all. 

For   Sale   by   Electrical   Dealers  Everywhere 
"MADE    IN    CANADA" 

Canadian  General   Electric   Co.   Limited 


Head  Office 
Toronto 


Sales  Branches  in 
all  Large  Cities 


;/-■ 


Here,   run  alon4 


and   buy  v 
some 


ourse 


If 


